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	Our Story, Our Life

Some days, everything is normal as everyone goes on with their lives. Sometimes, we wished for something is happen to us, like the main character in fairy tales. But one in a million chance… will you ever find an object that would change your life.

His red and golden orbs widened as Akashi slowly bent down reaching for a case. Feeling somewhat nervous for some odd reason, he shook his head. Him? Nervous? Must be an utter joke. Opening it, the case revealed an old picture that the redhead had no memory of ever taking. But without a doubt, the small boy in the picture was definitely him. However, that wasn't what surprised him. Not at all.

There was another male that looked a few years older than him also holding his deceased mother's hand. Unlike him, he inherited their father's raven black hair but still had his mother's sharp crimson eyes. The teen narrowed his eyes flipping to the back of the photo.

"Akashi Seijuro… Akashi… Izaya?"

His eyebrows furrowed. The name seemed extremely familiar to him. Where had he heard it? _Izaya… he also have the same surname as me. A brother? But that's not possible… This is pathetic. _Sighing he stood up and put the case on his shelf tucking the photo in his pocket. A knock was heard at the door.

"Akashi-sama?"

"You may enter."

The door opened, and a maid came into view bowing her head. Using his usual cold voice, he thanked her for the information and dismissed her. _Father won't be here for a while too. Perfect for research._

Going out to the hallway, he went into his father's room without any hesitation. In almost nearly thirty minutes, the boy searched thoroughly his whole office and found little to no information. This was going to be a problem. About to turn his head and leave feeling slightly frustrated, his eyes caught something that sparked a light in him. Taking a few steps back to take a look at a single piece of paper sticking out on a cabinet he quickly grabbed it and read its contents. To this, he smirked. Maybe he was getting somewhere after all.

_How laughable. So this Izaya was basically exiled from the family. The weak are banished after all. Too bad I'm still interested. _

To his dismay, even his emperor eye won't know how much this person would affect him in his future life. Turning on the computer and just typing up a few things, his smirk only grew as his eyes shone with confidence. While this would probably take weeks or even months to find, it seems like he already found the mystery guy's phone number. Ninety percent work and five percent luck. Should he call? Or should he not call?

OOOOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooOOOOOOOOOOOOO

He is annoyed. Extremely annoyed. And his oh so perfect reasons of why are making him want to throw his phone out the window. Well. One out of the twenty phones he have.

He wasn't annoyed that the phone was ringing and vibrating. He was annoyed about how the phone is distracting him from achieving his sole purpose of the day: to relax and have a slow day. Sometimes, even extremely active people like him enjoy days of laziness and unproductiveness. And here he was, having a ringing phone on his desk that most likely means work.

Frowning, he looked at the number which he had no idea who it was. Great, another thing to be annoyed about. While having no idea who was calling you might not be a big deal to most people, but to him, that was one of the most horrible things that can happen. It meant not having an advantage in the situation, and in other cases, it may even mean he was on the losing side.

"Hello dear mystery caller~ Unfortunately, I have no energy or the will to talk so if you're here for business find me in another day or t-"

"Akashi Izaya is that right?"

"…"

The raven head raised an eyebrow as every single trace of laziness he just had faded away. His eyes narrowed as he held a sinister smile already making calculations just from what he heard on the phone. The speaker doesn't sound too old; it actually sounded more like a teenage boy. The tone of his voice was one Izaya knows best: a voice that was laced with confidence and power. He was so going to laugh if this was some spoiled rich boy. But something else bothered him greatly.

_Akashi Izaya huh. Isn't it interesting that you know about that mystery caller?_

"I believe your silence means that I am correct in my statement."

"Well well, don't we have a rather secretive caller on the other side? Oh, do let me correct you in something, that was a question not a statement."

"Secretive? I believe you're the secretive one here, Izaya-san. But let me tell you something… I am always right. I don't suggest for you to correct or anger me."

"How scary~ While I'm extremely interested in how you know me, and it seems like I suddenly also have an urge to find out exactly who you are rich-boy. " _And even if he isn't rich, he sure does sound like one. _

"That's easy. Akashi Seijuro is my name. Remember that. " The phone line was then cut.

The informant blinked. Set the phone down and got a cup of coffee. Took a sip and stared blankly ahead. Then as expected, or rather unexpected, he let out a loud laugh clutching his stomach. Things just took a great turn as he wiped away a few tears from his eyes because of how hard he was laughing. A young woman sitting at another desk sent him a glare before typing up some documents again.

"Hey Namie-san, do you want to know something cool that just happened?"

"I don't want to hear it."

"How meaaannn." Feigning hurt, he continued anyways. "My brother just called."

The woman stopped at the moment having a look of surprise for a split half a second. Who knew he had a sibling.

"The craziest thing is, I don't think he knows who I am. Though I am a little disappointed he gave away who he was so easily. Humans are just so fun and interesting. Ah, humanity should love me back."

" I'm pretty sure they want you dead."

The conversation between the two of them ended just like that. But being careful as he is, he also considered fakes and such. Confirming who this person exactly is would satisfy him. And from what he had heard, this caller had no idea he went by the name Izaya Orihara now. Staring at his computer screen like the usual, he started working. But there was another expression on his face. A expression of sorrow covered by an evil smirk.

OOOOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooOOOOOOOOOOOOO

The redhead bit his lips slightly as he already felt dislike for the other person on the phone. It seemed like Izaya was the type he hated to handle the most, even worse than Aomine so to speak. In addition to that, he doesn't seemed threatened at all when many people would cower down in fear once they've heard the superiority he had in his voice.

Taking the picture out of his pocket, he stared at it. To be more accurate, he stared at the raven headed male. The smile was obviously fake, but when? Even if he was young, he would've had remembered taking a picture. There was no way he was to forget such a simple event as this.

"Forget…"

"**They can say their curses and be on the hunt, but stay firm, stay strong, I promise you'll make it through. Don't fear, it's okay, I only have a few things to say. Protect our mother, and wipe your tears away. When I walk out this door we are no longer connected… **

**But this promise I said I'll come back and fulfill. My little brother, forget me please."**

A loud thud was heard as he fell back on the floor with wide eyes.

"What was that…"

The last image he saw was a young boy taller than him walking away with a smile on his face. And the last thing he remembered was reaching out to him.

Um, so how was it guys? Hopefully it isn't too shabby… anyways, I hope you can give me some reviews so I can improve!


End file.
